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To  theRight  Honourable  thè 

Lady  W  HA  RT OH 


Madam, 

H  E  mighty  Encouragement  Mujtck 
has  latcly  met  with  in  England>  is  not 
only  an  Effeót  of  thè  true  Tafte  our 
Nobility  andGentry  entertain  of  that 
nice  Science,  bue  an  Inftance  that  we  have 
fome  among  us,  who  may  be  able  in  time 
to  bring  it  into  a  fettled  Reputation. 

Hiiherco  it  feem’d  confin’d  to  thè  more 
Southern  Olimaie s,  as  if  it  had  been  thè  pecu- 
liar  Produci:  ofthofe  happier  Countries  j  and 
languilh’d,  iike  tender  Exoticks ,  when  remov’d 
into  our  ‘Calder  Region  :  But  fome  late  A t~ 
tempts  have  made  it  appear,  that  thè  Englijh 
Genius  is  not  fo  inharroonious,  but  that  a 
publick  Encouragement  may  render  us  capa- 
ble  of  contending  for  thè  Maftery  with  thè 
Italiani  thsmfelyes,  A  z  This 


7he  Dedication. 

This  Confideration  made  me  ambitious 
of  Addrefling  thè  following  Effay  to  your 
Ladyjhip,  which  is  defign’d  to  introduce  a 
foreign  Compofition,  that  may  ferve  at  pre- 
fènt  to  give  us  a  Tafte  of  thè  ItaJian  Mufick, 
and  in  Time  prove  a  Foil  to  thè  Engli/h. 

Since  it  is  almoft  impoflìble  but  fo  pub- 
lick  an  Attempt  fhould  meet  with  a  power- 
ful  Oppofition,  it  will  in  all  Probability 
mifcarry,  unlefs  folfer’d  under  Your  Lady- 
jhip's  more  powerful  Prote&ion. 

Wherefore,  Madam,  1  am  not  only  pre- 
fuming  to  recommend  my  felf  to  Your 
Ladyjhip’s  Patronage,  but  a  noble  Science  that 
at  once  wants  and  defèrves  it.  And  as  thè 
Defignof  this  Addrefsisnew  and  uncommon, 
fo  mutò  thè  Management  ofit  be  too  ;  for  be- 
ing  an  Advocate  to  Your  Ladyjhip  in  a  Pub- 
lick  Caufe,  I  am  to  deliver  my  felf  accord* 
ingly,  and  inftead  of  petitioning  for  Your 
Favour  from  any  Perfonal  Confideration s  of 
my  own,  I  am  to  teli  you  how  much  thè 
whole  Faculty  expeds  it  from  Your  Ladyjhip’s 
known  Judgment,  prevailing  Intere#,  un- 
bounded  Generofity,  and  that  innate  Good- 
nefs  which  entitles  thè  Wretehed  and  Diflrefs'd 
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to  Your  Pity  and  Prote&ion.  ThefeQua- 
lities  being  fc  eminent  in  Your  Laàyfbip , 
fèem  defìgn’d  by  Providence  for  a  Pubiick 
Benefit. 

I  could  here  indulge  my  felf,  Madam,  in, 
this  inexhauftable  Theme  t  butthen,  likeo- 
ther  Dedica tors,  I  ihould  lye  under  thè  Im- 
putation  of  Fiattery  ;  tho’  with  this  Difference, 
that  as  they  ufually  Batter  their  Patrons,  I 
fhould  more  grofly  Batter  myfèlf,  inprefu- 
ming  upon  a  Subjeót  Co  much  above  my 
Strength,  and  which  bottì  de/pifes,  and  fur- 
mounts  thè  elevated  Expreflìons  of  thè  ablefi. 
Panegyrift. 

ThatRefle&ion  makes  metrembi  CyMadam, 
at  thè  Thoughtof  any  farther  Attempt,  and 
ihows  me  with  how  much  Diicretion  Iought 
to  uiè  thè  Liberty  of  approaching  Your 
hadyjhip  in  this  manner,  and  with  what  pro- 
found  Re(pe£t  I  muli  ahvays  he, 

Madam, 

<  '  -  t 

Tour  hadyjhip  s  mojì  Humbìe , 
and  mojl  Obedient  Serrani , 

^  ;■  Owen  Swiney 


T  O  THE 


H  E  Delie  Ac y  of  Tafie  in  Mufick  which  thè 
Englifli  bave  of  late  Tears  arrivaci  to  makes  it 
neceffary  that  all  Entertainments  of  this  kind 
fiorì  d  be  as  exquifite  as  thè  Nature  of  thè 
Thing  will  bear .  For  this  Reafon  it  is ,  that 
thè  Perfons  concertici  in  thè  reviving  ef  Englifli 
Opera’ s  lay  he  for  e  thè  ‘Town  thè  Scheme  of 
their  Undert-akiftg  ;  fiot  without  Hopes ,  from  former  En coverage - 
mentì,  that  thè  W òrld  will  come  into  fo  Agre  cable  and  Innocent 
a  Diverfion. 

Their  firfl  and  princlpal  Defign  is  to  fix  th e fe  Entertainments , 
and  moke  them  more  lajling  in  England.  It  has  been  obferv'd, 
that  if  we  poti d  bave  thè  Misfortune  to  lofe  thè  befl  of  'thè 
Italian  Performer s ,  either  through  Age ,  want  of  Health ,  or 
their  Cuflomary  Inclination  of  returning  to  their  Native  Coun¬ 
try,  Opera’s  mufl  neceffarily  fall.  But  it  worìd  be  happy  if  we 
had  young  People  trairìd  up  bere  in  England,  and  infirmile d  to 
fing  after  thè  Italian  Manner  ;  (and  fare  thè  Town  will  be  wil- 
ling  to  encourage  fuch  a  Nurfery ,  who  may  emulate  thofe  Ex- 
cellent  Performers  ;)  This  worìd  be  a  Means  not  only  to  eflablifi 
hit  perpetuate  thefe  favourite  Entertainments . 

jto  thòfe  who  may  perhaps  mention  thè  Difficulty  of  finding 
Native  VolcQsfor  thè  Englifli  The  atre ,  we  beg  leave  to  obferve 
that  England  has  already  fupply'd  us  with  Mrs.  Tofts, 
Mrs .  Barbier,  and  Mrs.  Robinfon;  who  may  ftand  in  Compe- 
fitìon  with  thè  mofi  Eminent  among  thè  Italians  :  There  bave 
formetly  been  Men%  who  Fave  given  entire  Satisfaólion  to  thè 
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To  thè  Nobility  and  G entry. 

Publick  on  thè  Stage  y  and  there  is  no  Reafon  why  others  may 
noi  he  found  now,  who  will  be  gladio  qualify  themfelves  Hpfn 
Enc  our  ageme  nt.  IVe  cannot  bui  remember  one  of  date  Te  ars , 
whofe  Voice ,  dedicated  to  more  folemn  Performance^  thè  Ita^ 
Hans  themfelves  bave  own'd  was  not  to  be  par  alle  V  d  ;  and  if  we 
rnay  expeh  to  he  fupplf  d  with  thè  like ,  thofe  Artificjal  Voices, 
which  are  thè  peculiar  Produci  of  Italy,  may  well  be  fpared  ; 
and  we  are  api  to  believe  thè  Englifh  vaili  never  regret  thewant 
of  them  in  thè  ir  own  Country . 

As  thè  moderate  Price  demanded  will  help  to  convince  thè 
jfown  that  thè  Principal  Aim  is  to  divert  thè  Publick  upon  thè 
rnojìeafy  and  reafonableTerms  thè  Nature  of  thè  Affair  will  ad - 
mit\  fo  at  thè  fame  time  thè  Perfons  concem'd  confefs  they  fiatter 
themfelves  that  this  very  Method  will  in  thè  JLvent  be  fervi  ce - 
able  to  them .  For  they  cannot  con  c  che  bovi  any  Diverfion  caa 
le  lafting  that  is  fo  Burdenfome ,  as  are  thofe  Exorbitant  Prices, 
Large  jSubferiptions,  and  frequent  Benetìt-Days.  Thefe  are 
Grievances  that  bave  been  jujlly  complaitfd  of  and  which  they 
are  refolv'd  Jhall  never  be  charfd  upon  them .  1 ~hey  are  dé- 

termin'd  to  fit  dovjn  fatisfed  wìth  a  moderate  Gain  ;  and  if  ijn 
thè  Profecution  of  this  Defgn  they  jhall  hereafter  bave  Occafim 
to  make  Application  to  thè  Publick  for  for/ie  additi  ovai  Encou - 
ragement ,  they  promife  that  it  jhall  be  in  fuch  moderate  Terms 
as  e  very  body  may  think  well  of. 

Now  what  they  hope  they  may  promife  themfelves  in  thè  Sue - 
teff)  depends  upon  thefe  Three  P art iculars  ;  thè  General  Eu- 
couragement  from  thè  Town  to  what  has  been  propós'd:  The 
Reafonablenefs  of  thè  Performers  in  their  Demandi  ;  and  thè 

food  Oeconomy  and  lìncere  Defign  of  Pleafing  in  thofe  wfso 
ave  undertaken  it. 
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XT  jHilfl  Martìal  Troops,  <with  more  than  Martial  Ragey 
VV  For  Auftria  thefe ,  for  Bourbon  thofe  engagé , 
Cover  'ivith  Blood  tb ’  unhappy  Latian  Plains , 

Infult  theìr  Shepherds ,  opprefs  their  Swainsy 

Camilla  frighten'd from  ber  Native  Seaty 
Hither  is  driv’n  to  beg  a  [afe  Retreat. 

O  !  may  thè  exiVd  Nymph  a  Refuge  findy 
Sucb  as  may  eafe  tbe  Labours  of  ber  Mìni. 

Hear  ber,  ye  Faìry  in  tunefui  Notes  compiam  i 

Pity  ber  Angui Jhy  and  remove  ber  Pain.  - 

jfo  you  ber  Vindication  does  belongy 

you  tbe  Mourner  has  addrefs'd  ber  Song  :  ' 

Let  ber  your  Hearts  veith  jufl  Compafjton  move3 
By  Mujìck  fofterìdy  and  endearfd  by  Love. 

So  may  your  Warrìor  Lgrds  fuccefsful fighty 
May  Honour  crown  thè  Dayy  and  Love  thè  Night  j 
May  Conqueft  fili  attend  their  gen'rous  Armsy 
'Fili  their  Swords  grow  asfatai  as  your  Charms. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented. 


Latìnus ,  King  of  Latìumy  and  of  thè 

Vólf cians. 


Lineo ,  a  Country- Man  of  Folfcia.  Mr.  Leveridge. 


lU^UO  U  ci  o 

but  Queen  of  thè  Volfcians. 


Lavinia ,  Daughter  of  Latìnus.  Mrs.  Aubert. 

fallì  a  y  a  Lady  of  thè  Court.  Mr.  Pack. 


Guardi  and  Huntfmen , 


ACT  I.  SGENE  I. 


SCENE,  a  Champian  Country  with  *Platns 
andeafìe  Hills,  thè  End  of  a  Woodon  one  Side, 
and  Érofpeft  of  a  City  at  cDiftance. 


Enter  Camilla  and  Lineo. 

Camilla. 

H  E  S  E  fertile  Fields,  and  flow’ry  Meads 

[I  greet, 

Thefe  Walls  are  thè  fair  Eolfcian  Seat. 
Ah  i  this  killing  Sight  frelh  Grief  fup- 

[plies, 

And  melts  my  weeping  Eyes. 

•  Lìti.  Metabo ,  your  Royal  Father,  now  at  Refi, 
Flew  from  Latino1  s  Arms,  by  Fate  oppreft: 

The  dear  Companion  of  his  Flight  was  you, 

The  Wrongs  you  fuffer’d  much  too  young  to  know, 
Cam .  And  my  poor  Mother! 

Line.  Nature’s  boafted  Pride; 

The  Hour  fhe  gave  you  to  thè  World,  ihe  dy’d. 
Cam.  Forlorn  Camilla!  Fate  has  done  its  worfl. 

I  was  born  of  Royal  Race , 

But  yet  mufl  wander  in  Difgrace  > 

All  thè  Pomp  my  Fortune  yields , 

Are  humble  F alile  sr  Flocks  and  Fields. 

SCENE  IL;  A  Company  of  Huutfmen ,  Fre¬ 
nello  and  Metius  behind  thè  Scenes. 

%  •  ™ 

Cam.  Hark  !  Lineo  !  a  Voice. 

•  Line.  They’re  Huntfmcn  at  thè  Chace. 

B  .  Ca  m 
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Cam.  Oh  remember!  Làtteo^  prayl 
So  may  thè  Gods  Itili  prolper  thee, 

Difcover  not  thy  felf,  nor  me. 

Line.  Yes,  I  remember, 

IMI  ne’er  thè  Secret  betray. 

I’ve  got  my  Part 
Already  by  heartj 
And  fcnow  what  to  replyj 
You  are  my  Neice,  your  Uncle  I. 

Cam.  That  D  or  inda'  s  my  Name. 

Line.  I  {hall  not  forget. 

■Cam.  And  my  Life  fbarce  of  late- 
Line.  You  need  not  repeat. 

Prsn.  Help  me  !  oh  heìp  me  !  [A  wild  Boar  flruck 
Huntf.  Let’s  try  to  afmt  him.  by  Prenefto. 

Line.  Ye  Gods,  what  Alarmi  T~ . 

Huntf.  Quick  run  to  bis  Aid. 

Er.ter  Preneilo.  Lke  Boar  purfuing  him. 

Pren.  O  Heavps  !  who  defends  me  ! 

Cam.  My  Arm.  [Shethrows a  Dart^andkills  thè  Boar. 
Line.  Dorinda  of  nothing  afraid, 

She’s  fprightly  and  gay,  a  valiant  Maìd, 

And  as  bright  as  thè  Day. 

Cam.  Take  Courage,  Hunter,  thè  Savage  is  dead. 
Pren.  O  Nymph  of  Raee  Divine  ! 

Lhat  do' fi  all  Nymphs  outjhine  j 
Such  Glorie  e  fili  thy  Eyes  } 

My  ravijh'd  Soul  furprizing  : 

L’hai  Phoebus  at  bis  rifing 
Lefs  eharming  paìnts  thè  Skies.  )  A 

Cam.  Ha  !  no,  I’m  Fortune’s  Scora, 

A  Maid  in  much  DUlrefs, 

Tho’  now,  by  chance,  I’ve  bora 
The  Praife  of  this  Succefs. 

Line.  And  know  fhe’s  Lineo' s  Neice. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Metius. 

•  a-  r 

Ma.  My  Lord,  to  your  Rclief  Metius 


CAMILLA, 

f  ■*  V  /  «  ,  '  * 

Metius  ran  fwift  thro’  thè  Field, 

But  carne  too  late, 

Becaufe  from  far  I  dici  your  Danger  view. 

Preti..  See  here  my  broken  Spear, 

I  llruck  thè  Beali,  and  part  remains 
Fix’d  in  his  Side  :  ..  . 

Enrag’d,  on  rrie  he  flew,  while  I  for  Succour  cry’d  5 
This  Gòddefs  of  thè  Plains 
A  hicky  Jav’lin  threw  j 
She  pierc’d  thè  Monlter  with  her  Dartj 
Thus  fav’d  by  her,  by  her  I  die. 

Met.  I  with  Joy  your  fafety  fee. 

Bright  Goddefs,  on  thee 
Heav’n  this  Fame  beftows, 

To  thee  his  Life  Prenefto  owes^ 

The  great  Latirns  Soa. 

Cam.  Latirns  Son  ! 

Met.  ’Tis  he. 

Cam.  What  have  I  done  !  f  Afide. 

See,  Lineo,  fee! 

While  I  entreat  thè  Skies 

T’ avenge  my  W rongs,  I’m  doom’d  to  fave  my  Enemies. 
Prcu.  What  fays  thè  lovely  Charmer  ! 

Cam.  I  faid  that  thè  propitious  Skies 
Smile  on  this  happy  Hourj 
For  from  Latirns ’  Grace  and  Power 
Juftice  I  would  implore. 

Lfet  me  at  his  Feet  malte  knowri, 

The  weight  of  Woe  that  links  me  down,' 

Line.  O  dear,  diflembling  Woman! 

Pren.  Come  to  thè  Court,  your  Wilh  obtaini 
Sin  ce  you  from  Death  bave  fav'd  me, 

PII  live  for  you  alone  $ 

The  Life  you  freely  gave  me. 

No  longer  is  my  own.  [Exit. 

Met.  Henceforth,  bright  Goddels  of  thè  Woods, 
To  wield  thè  Jav’lin,  or  thè  Spear,  [forbear 

And  only  y/ith  your  Eyes  maintain  thè  W ar. 
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Who  can  forbear  admiring. ,  '  ,  *  . 

Or  give  from  fighing  over  -, 

! Ten  thoufand  Charms  confpirìng 
Lead  Captive  ev'ry  Eover.  v 
No  Svinili  attempts  tu  fly  hary  ■  •  ,,  ••• 

The  Joy's  fo  fweet  and  thrilling^  :  £  - 

“The  Joy's  fo  [west ,  thè  Pleajure  is  fo  kiliìng.  . 

Line.  CamUla ,  this  is  Metius,  a  Volfcian  Knight, 

-  For  Valour  much  renown’dj 
In  Peace  he  was  approv’d,  in  War  he  was  belov’d* 
And  ever  Loyal  found.  ,  ■  Y 

Him  have  I  often  heard  your  Royal  Sire  cosamend  > 
He  ferv’d  him  as  his  Prince,  and  lov’d  him  as  his  Friend. 
Tho’  Fourteen  Years  are  paft 
Since  I  beheld  him  la$, 

'Both  thè  Voice  and  thè  Mein, 

Of  him  Pve  often  feen, 

Afiure  me  I  am  right. 

Cam.  Fortune,  hitherto  fèyerej 
Begins  her  angry  Brow  to  clear. 

Be  kind,  ye  Gods  !  AfTert,  aflert  my  Caufe, 

Protei  my  Innocen.ee,  and  defend  yo.ur  Laws; 

Fortune ,  ever  knovin  to  vary , 

Now  gprovsn  iveary , 

Changes  to  a  Smìe  her  Provini  ». 

Joys  unknown  are  ne&r  attending , 

Never  ending  -, 

Happy  Hours  rnove gaìly  cn.  [Exit.' 

SCENE  IV.  AChamber  in  thè  Roy  al  Salace. 

Enter  Lavinia  3  and  after  T ullia,  and  T urnus  difguisd 

,  Hke  a  Bìackamoor . 

Lav.  Creai  Cupid,  bear  mey  and  e  afe  a  Lovety 
That  feeìs  all  over  ,  •  .  :  >  2 

Fhe  ragwg  Flame. 

"The  Wound  pajì  Cure  is ,  fo  Lavi  viiU  have  it  : 

Eh  e  Hand  that  gave  it 

I dare  noi  nanis.  ■  ■■  .* 


CAM1L&A.  5 

i fui .  Targa!)  or  rather  Armidore ,  thè  fàv’rite  Slave, 
Waiting  without  does  for  Adfnittance  erave. 

Lav.  Let  him  appear  in  whom  my  Thoughts  delight  -, 
Whilftheishere,  ’tis  Day  -,  when  he isgone, ’tis  Night. 

Tarn.  Lavinia ,  under  this  dark  Difguife, 

A  Soul  unfpotted,  Faith  unconquer’d  lyes. 

Tarn,  and  )  One  Day  Cupid  wanionly 

Lav.  to-  >  Let  a  pointed  Arrow  fly, 

gether.  )  Made  me  languì fh^  pine  and  dìe. 

SCENE  V. 

v  i  »  »  *  #  ** 

Enter  Latinus. 

'Tal.  Behold  Latinus / 

Lat.  Daughter! 

Lav.  My  Royal  Father  ! 

Lat.  Fame  of  Beauty,  Love  of  Power* 

Draws  from  many  a  diftant  Shore 
Crouds  that  do  your  Charms  adore.  '  - 
To  fuch  a  Prince  I  wifh  you  join’d, 

Whofe  faithful  Arms  with  mine  combin’d, 

May  pulì  th’  imperious  Turnus  down, 

And  feize  on  thè  Rufilian  Crown. 

Tarn.  Turnus  thy  fruitlefs  Wiihes  hears, 

Committing  to  thè  Wind  his  Fears.  {Afide. 

Lat.  Do  thou  malte  prudent  Choice  of  one, 
Worthy  thy  Love,  and  my  Renown. 

Lav.  Sir,  Tome  (mali  Time  for  thought  allow, 

E’er  that  Choice  I  do  avow. 

Tarn.  Unconftant  Mind  ! 

Lat.  You  nought  require 
But  what  is  juft  5  think,  and  be  happy. 

Soft  Blefijings  deficending 

Shall  crown  your  Submijfion  -} 

But  Plagues  never  endìng 

Flow  from  Oppofition.  [Exit. 

furto.  Where  is  thy  Faith,  Lavinia ,  now? 

Lav.  Turnus  ! 

B  J  v  Tarn 
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Yurn.  Some  Time  for  Thought  allo\$r, 
tc  E’er  that  Choice  I  do  avow. 

•  Ungrateful  ! 

Lav.  You  wrong  your  Love,  and  your  Lavinia f. 
Yurn.  Witnefs  this  abhor’d  Dilguifè} 

Like  Jove,  I  quit  my  Royal  Seat, 

For  Love  my  iVIajefty  forget. 

The  fam’d  Rutulian  King  I  am  no  more} 

Turnus  is  loft  in  Armiàore , 

And  this  is  my  Revvard. 

Lav.  Think  if  openly  I  feem’d  to  yield, 

Latinus  is  my  Fa’ther,  1  his  Chikf. 

Much  is  to  a  Father  due, 

More  I  own  to  Love  and  you. 

Turo.  Barbarous  and  ungratefuL 
No  Virgin  can  be  true. 

Tou  vainly  firive  to  fiay  mey 
You  lov'd  me  to  betray  met 

And  fo ,  faìfe  Maìd^  adieu.  [Exip. 

\ -  > 

SCENE  VI. 

Lavinia  and  Tullia. 

'<  Lav.  Are  then  thefe  frequent  Sighs  and  Tears, 

My  Heart  that  fwells  with  Hopes  and  Féars, 

Are  thefe  thè  Servants  ofDeceit?  •  *•  '  . 

Wretched  Lavinia!  crùel  Fate  ! 

Tul.  Madam,  your  fruitl'efs  Tears  give  over, 

Nor  moum  for  ah  unworthy  Lover- 
Lav.  Welcome  Sorrow ,  Death  attending. 

Welcome  Death ,  my  Sorrovos  ending.  ji  —, 
When  our  Hopes  and  Joys  are  flyingì 
Hope  dej'paìrìng 
’Joys  impaìring,  , 

What  is  better  then  than  dying?  [Exeunt. 

:  .  i* 

\  ^ 
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SCENE  VII.  The  Palace. 

Enter  Metius,  Lineo  and  Camilla. 

Met.  Art  thou  thè  Swain  that  did  refort 
In  former  Times,  unto  thè Volfcian  Court? 

Line.  Sir,  I  am. 

Met.  And  Dorìnda - — - 

Line .  And  D or inda - 

Cam.  What  of  Dorìnda  thou  defìr’tt  to  hear, 

Let  thè  poor  Shepherdefs  her  felf  declare. 

Great  Metabo  thou  once  did  lì  ferve. 

Met.  With  an  approv’d  Fidelity. 

Cam.  Should  he  return  th’  Imperiai  Reins  to  hold, 
Met.  With  Joy  thè  People  would  behold 
Their  lawful  Lord, 

With  Joy  receive  Great  Metabo  reftor’d. 

Cam.  Should  he  be  no  more - 

Met.  The Royal Exile  bury’d on Tome Foreign  Shore, 
I  would  for  ever  mourn. 

Cam.  But  fbould  Camilla  once  return, 

Might  ttie  of  thy  Faith  be  Ture  ? 

Met.  To  rettore  her  to  her  own, 

And  place  her  on  her  Father’s  Throne, 

All  I  gladly  would  endure. 

Cam.  Metius ,  great  Metabo  is  dead,  but  fee 
His  wretched  Daughter  ftiil  furvive  in  me, 

Met.  Art  thou  Camilla  ? 

Cam.  Yes',  and  thy  Promife  claim, 

Met.  All  Eli  venture  to  refiore  ye, 

Injur'd  Princefs ,  to  your  Right  : 

Jf  my  feeble  Sword  [hou'd  fall  me, 

IVhen  thè  hofiile  Lroops  ajfail  me, 

By  thofe  Power s  that  now  [nule  o'er  ye 
With  your  eonqu'ring  Eyes  PII  fight. 

Line.  If  from  his  Word  he  doth  not  run 
Your  Bulinefs  will  be  finely  done. 
j|M  B  4  Cam, 


8  CAMILLA. 

Cam.  See  thè  juft  Gods  of  Innocente 
jRegardì  with  tender  Eyesì 
The  Sorrows  I  fufiain. 

The  Pow'rs  unfeen  are  arm'd  to  rifeì 
United  all  in  my  Defence , 

They  drive  Defpair  far  off from  hence , 

And  e  afe  me  of  my  Pain.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  Vili.  A  Salace. 

Enter  Latinus,  Prenefto  and  Lavinia. 

Lav.  Did  then  a  Shepherdefs  preferve  my  Son? 

Pren.  Sir,  to  a  gen’rous  Shepherdefs  my  Life  I 

Lav.  The  Name  of  thy  Prote&refs  teli. 

Pren.  D  or  inda. 

Lav.  Say,  where  does  Dorinda  dwell  ? 

Pren.  Without  {he  waits  with  a  Requeft. 

Lat.  Let  her  appear. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Metius,  Camilla  and  Lineo. 

Pren.  Behold  her  here,  who  in  thè  fatai  Field 
Was  thè  forlorn  Prenefto' s  Shield. 

Cam.  Chance  did  this  Defert  beftow, 

That  I  thus  proftrate  at  your  Feet, 

Might  a  kind  Acceptance  meet, 

And  my  Requeft  obtain. 

Lat.  Rife,  and  thy  Requeft  explain. 

Cam.  Poor  and  diftrefs’d  tho’  now  I  feem^c 
My  Father,  near  Seheto's  Stream, 

Did  fometimes  large  PofTeffions  claim  j 
’Till  an  Ufurper,  arm’d  with  Pow’r, 

Arriv’d  in  an  unhappy  Hour, 

Seiz’d  on  our  Flocks,  my  Father  flew, 

Did  me  with  equal  Rage  purfuej 
And  now  an  Exile  muli  1  die, 

Xf  your  Affiftance  you  deny, 

Lat.  Metius ,  with  a  chofen  Band 
Of  Fòlfcìms ,  waiting  your  Conamand, 
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Shall  march  this  Hofar  to  your  Relief, 

Lav.  Fair  Dorinda,  happy  ^  happy , 

Happy  may' fi  thou  ever  he  : 

Fortune  o'er  thè  W irld  prefiding 
May  Jhe  gently  fittile  on  thee. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Proietto,  Camilla  and  Lineo. 

SCENEX. 

Pren.  Dorinda ,  ah  !  could  you  my  Hearc  difcover3 
You  there  would  find  a  fofe  and  tender  Lover. 

Cam.  A  Prince’s  Favour  fiirely  is  Divine, 

Nor  fhould  it,  like  thè  Sun,  on  Wretches  ihine. 

Pren.  A  Prince’s  Love,  like  fecGnd  Fate, 

Doth  a  Objeót  new  create. 

Cam.  But  when  he  makes  unequal  Choice, 

He  ftands  condemn’d  by  publick  Voice. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Tullia. 

fui.  Fair  Nymph,  Lavinia  calls  thee. 

Cam.  I  am  Lavinia' s  Slave. 

Pren.  Stay,  fair  Dorinda  ; 

What  would  my  Sifter  have? 

Line,  toful.  Fair,  I  love  thee. 

Tul.  He  is  a  handfome  Swain. 

Pren.  Dorinda ,  for  Love  of  thee  1  burn,  I  die! 
Cam.  Such  Beauty  pìeafes,  tho’  in  an  Enemy.  [Afide. 
Line.  Who  art  thou? 
fui.  fullia ,  a  Lady  of  thè  Court. 

Line.  And  I  Dorinda’ s  Unkle.  , 

fui.  Thank  Heav’n  for’t.  / 

Cam.  Wretched  Camilla ,  a  doublé  Slave  thou  art  . 
He  who  expeéìs  thy  Crown  now  claimsthy  Hearc. 

:  ;  [Afide. 

Pren.  What  pow’rful  Charme  my  unguarded  Soui 
furprif.e  !  [Afide. 

Who  canrettft  that  M?gick  of  hcr  Eyes? 


Pren. 
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Pren.  Charmìng  Fair ,  far  thee  1  languijh  / 
But  blefs  thè  Hand 
Fhat  gave  thè  Blow. 

With  equal  Anguijh  \.  ■  . 

Bach  Szvain  defpairs, 

At  her  appearìng 
Streams  ceafe  to  flow. 


[Exeunt  Pren.  and  Cam. 


scene  xii. 


Mment  Tullia  and  Lineo. 

Fui.  Pretty  is  this  Neice  of  thine  5 
How  doth  Tue  to  Love  incline  ? 

Line.  For  Love  fhe  is  too  young. 

Fui.  And  yet  I  faw - but  hutn,  myTongue. 

Line.  Spare  your  Refledtions  $  ine  is  right. 

And  can’t  diftinguifh  Black  from  White. 

Fui.  They  are  Fools,  that  can  rely 
SJpon  a  formai  Caft  o’th’  Eye. 

Among  IVomen ,  they  for  certain  s  -  - 

Know  thè  rnoft,  that  leafi  difeover , 

Fo  thè  Husband,  or  thè  Lover , 

Wkcn  they  fiudy  to  hetray. 

Se  e  her  to  th'  Appointment  hajìing , 

Her  Steps  precìde,  her  Looks  up'cafiing  $ 

But  could  you  thè  Fair  di f elafe  hchind  thè  Curtain , 

Tou'd  quickly  bear  her  burfi  out  into  an  Ah  ! 

Line.  Dorinda  knows  not,  on  my  Life, 

What  Husband  means,  what’s  meant  by  Wife. 

Fui.  Small  Learning  will  fuffice  t’explain, 

To  wiliing  Minds,  what  thofe  Words  mean. 

JJnc  The  Meaning  then  is  known  to  you? 

Fui.  The  Theory  yes,  thè  Praétick  no. 

Line.  An  untouch’d  Virgin  you  appear. 

Fui.  I  dar’d  not  wed  too  foon. 

Line.  What  Thoughts  of  Wcdlock  now  d’you  bear  ? 

Fui.  To  wed  whilit  I  am  in  my  Noon. 
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Line.  Thy  Noon  is  Night. 

Tul.  A  well-built  Wight. 

Line.  A  wanton  Witch. 

'Lui.  A  Tongue  fo  fweet. 

Line.  Yet  if  fhe’s  rich, 

TU  throw  me  at  her  Feet. 

Aged  Phillis 
Wanton  Jìill  is , 

Paying  now  fsr  thofe  dear  Pleafures , 

Whìcb  before  improv’d  he/  Lreafuresì 
When  her  Touth  was  in  thè  Bloom ; 

Gold  fupplies  what  Age  is  voafting , 

Gold  has  Beauties  e  ver  lafling. , 

Gotè  gives  Brav'ry  to  thè  Coward. 

Gives  good  Humour  to  thè  Frovoard1 
Gold gives  Honour  to  thè  Clown. 

Lui.  Lineo. 

Line.  See  how  her  Cnaps  water. 

Lui.  I  find  I  pleafe. 

Line.  Therefore  l’il  be  at  her. 

Like  my  Brother  Beaux  o’th’  Town, 

IMI  Love  pretend,  where  there  is  none. 

For  thee  I  burn,  my  pretty  Dame, 

Be  complaifant,  and  quench  my  Flame  : 

O  how  much  I  long  t’enfold  thee, 

And  in  Hymen's  Bands  to  hold  thee. 

Lui.  My  Houfe’s  Honour  would  mifearry, 
Should  I  to  a  Peafant  marry. 

Line.  O  Heav’ns  ! 

Lui.  Indeed  I  own  that  I  adore  him, 

But  muli  not  yield  yet  for  decorum. 

I  languijh  ! 

Line.  Forwhom? 

Tul.  I forrow  ! 

Line.  My  Dear. 

T ul.  My  Lreafure  A 
Line.  Lm  bere. 

Tul. 

k  , 


[Afide; 

[Afide. 
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Tul.  I fpeak  not  to  thee. 

Me  would'Jl  thou  ? . .  d-  '  f  ■  ■  ■'i 

Line.  Thee,  thee!  .  •  ■  ■  ■’  rc\  \$f  -V  '  •  , 

Tul.  O  beìp  me!  •  .  :  •  * •- 

Line.  Here ,  fof*/  -  - 

Tul.  Thus  penfive  I  go,  ■  ■<  ^  ...  - 

,/f»^  utter  my  Woe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XIFI. 


Enter  Turnus  and  Lavinia. 

#  -  ( 

Taf».  Unfaithful,  let  me  go  ! 

La*».  Whither? 

Tar».  Where 

Thofe  falfe  deluding  Accents  I  no  more  may  hear. 
Latinus  Menaces  too  well  I  heard  5 
Too  well  Iknow  what  Troops  by  Metius  are  prepar ’d. 
-  Lav.  T’ affili  Denuda,  are  thofe  Troops  defign’d* 
Tarn.  Lavinia  with  Latinus  too  was  ioin’d. 

Latinus  with  his  numeroUs  Arms, 

His  Daughter  with  more  pow’rful  Charms, 

For  my  Deftruótion  both  alilce  prepare. 

And  Love  more  fatai  is  than  War. 

Lav.  Can’ft  thou  forget  me  ? 

Taf».  No,  I  find, 

Love  unrefifted  rules  my  Mind, 

The  wonted  Greatnefs  of  my  Soul  is  gone  : .  •  '  ■  ~ 

Latinus  dies,  fo  (hall  his  hated  Son. 

Lav.  And  Lavinia - 

Taf».  O  I  live  in  her.  ‘  ,  Vai.- 

Lav.  And  yet  your  warlike  Squadrons  to  prepàre 
You  go. 

Turn.  I  go.  -•  ,•  *• 

Lav.  And  thofe  againft  Latinus  you  will  lead  ? 
Taf».  Y es. 


Lav.  Latinus  is  my  Father  j  wh-en  he’sdead 

But  fee  him  hcre. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIV. 

Enter  Latinus. 

r  »•  #  <’*  #■*"'•>  *  ,  l  *  li 

Lat.  Lavina ,  hall  thou  chofen? 

5T»r».  Whac  do  1  hcar?  . 

Lav.  I’ve  chofen  orc 

W orthy  your  Daughter,  and  your  Throne. 

Lat.  O  name  him  to  me,  that  I  may, 

Blefs  thee,  and  this  aufpicious  Day. 

Lav.  You  wilh’d  l'or  Turnus  fetter'd  toyour  Throne  j 
burnus  is  worthy,  and  muli  he  your  Son. 

Lati  Turnus  vvilt  thou  wed  ? 

Turn.  What  have  I  done  ? 

Lav.  In  vain  we  labour  to  recede 
From  what  by  Fate  has  been  decreed. 

Lat.  Fate  with  free  Will  has  bkfs’d  Mankind. 

Lav.  To  Love  that  Freedom  I’ve  redgn’d. 

Lat.  Let  her  that  dares  thus  infole.it  rebel, 

Lct  her  in  clofe  Confinement  dwellj 
Let  none  Àdmittanee  to  her  have, 

But  Armidore ,  thè  faithful  Slave. 

If  thy  fond  Wifhes  Hill  to  ‘T’urnus- ckave^ 

Frorn  Death  alone  expeót  a  late  Reprieve.  [ Exit . 

SCENE  XV. 

r  «  i  •  *r  v 

Adanent  Turnus  and-  Lavinia. 

Turn.  Pardon,  Lavinia ,  my  tòo  jealous  Fears. 

Lav.  Unfaithful  Iure  Lavinia  Itili  appears. 

Turni  See,  I  repent.  '  '  * 

Lav.  Be  gone,  and  leave  thè  Maid 
By  whom  thè  Rovai  ! Turnus  is  becray’d. 

Tur».  Forbear  tormenting  thy  unhsppy  Glieli, 

By  bis  own  Guilt  too  mudi  opprefs’d. 

Lav.  To  thee  I  fwear,  and  to  juft  Hveav’n, 

Rather  than  violate  mv  Faith  once  giv’n, 

•  ••'3  v.  '  '  l 
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I  will  unmov’d  to  Death  withftand 
My  angry  Father’s  hard  Commandj 
And  when  I  am  dead, 

Let  this  upon  my  Urn  be  read.. 

44  Here  lies  Lavinia , 

44  Who  to  preferve  unmov’d  her  Faith, 
44  Chearfully  refign’d  to  Death. 

Tura.  Ah  !  never  yet  was  known 
A  Nymph  fio  kind  and  trae , 

So  fair  and  faith  fui  too. 

Defpair  no  more  purfues  me3 
Myfancy'd  Fears  are  fioivn  ; 

My  Thoughts  no  Blifs  refufe  me , 

My  former  Cares  adieu. 


The  End  of  thè  Tir  fi  Acl. 


ACT  IL  SCENE  I 

/ 


n 


Prenefto  and  Camilla. 


Pren.  TAOràifc,  hear  a  faith  fui  Lover. 

LA  Cam.  What  would  Prenefto  lay  ? 
Pren.  In  vain  Iflyfrom  Sorrows3 
That  fiill  attend  me  } 

Troni  my  Embraces  flying3 
Behold  me  weeping3  dying. 

Thefe  Tears  thus  daily  flowingy 
This  Breafi  voith  Sighs  fiill  gIowingì 
Will  quiekly  end  nte. 
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Cam.  Prenefto  !  how  can  I  that  Joy  beftow, 
Which  I  my  felf  muft  never  know? 

Pren.  With  your  Grief  I  fimpathize, 

But  read  Averfion  in  your  Eyes. 

Cam.  You  wrong  your  own,  accufing  mine, 
My  tender  Thoughts  with  Pity  move. 

Pren.  And  yet  ungrateful,  you  decline 
To  eale  my  Heart,  and  crown  my  Love. 

Cam.  Upbraid  no  more ,  Pren  dio, 

My  Virgin  Paffion  >  '  — 

With  you  1  pine  and  languì  fa ,  •  '  ' 

1  feci  your  Grief  and  Anguijh , 

But  Fate  ìs  unrelenting , 

And  Fear  is  fili  preventing  ■ , 


[Exit 


My  Inclination. 


S  C  E  N  E  II. 

Prenefto  folus. 


Pren.  Bright  Pbcebus's  Rays,  that  warm  thè  Skies, 
Are  not  fo  killing  asher  Eyes  : 

That  heav’nly  Grace,  and  comely  Pride, 

Are  not  to  her  low  Birth  ally’d. 

2  o  Beauty  devotedy 
Expecling ,  defùnga 

With  P affi on  expiringy  - 


I ferve  thè  blìnd  Boy . 
Tei  ever  ccntentedy 


So  eafie  thè  Chain  isy 
So  pìeafing  thè  Paìn  isy 
I ferve  hìm  with  Joy. 

SCENE  III. 


Lineo  and  Metius. 


Met.  Lineai  f  ■ 

Line.  My  Lord. 

Met.  Do  thou  to  fair  Camilla  hafte, 
And  bid  her,  e’er  an  Hour  be  paft, 

To  that  Pare  of  thè  City  go, 

.Wherc  Amafeno\  Watersflow. 


Line. 
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Line •  To  my  Miftrefs  lo  I  fly. 

And  will  a  Fool, .  or  wife  Man  be, 

As  with  thè  Times  lTiall  bell  agree. 

Met.  Uovi ,  but  dare  net  . 

My.  Flemme,  difeover^ 

Left  I  dij^ie^fe  ber , 

IV ben  1  affare  ber  boxo  much  I  love  ber. 
Fhus '.am  /  voo.unded 
Bey  and  all 1  curìng, 

Nor  dare  I  teli  ber 
FFbat  I'm  enduring.  ■ 


\Exift 


SCENE  IV. 

Latinus,  T urnus  and  Preneflo. 

-  Lai.  Doth  fhe  continue  Itili  tjnmov’d  ? 

Tarn.  Furnus ,  fhe  fai  eh,  muli  ever  be  belov’d. 
Pren.  Unwife  Lavinia  f 
Furn. Conftant  :Fair  !- 

Lat.  What  doth  Ihe-talk  on?  let  me  know. 

Tarn.  In  T urnus'  Praife  her  T ongue  doth  hourly  floWj 
And  often  when  to  Jrmìdore  ih  e  Ipeaks 
Her  Tongue  miftakes, 

And  calls  me  Farnus. 

Lat.  This  is  thè  highelt  Difobedience, 

And  Death  fhall  punifh  thè  Offence. 

Pren.  Let  your  Refenrments  to  loft  Pity  yield. 
Furn.  Remember,  Sir,  Lavinia  is  your  Child. 

Lat.  An  impious  Juftice  will  I  do. 

Hére,  Umidore  •"  '  •  :  ;■  L  1 1 

Furn.  Ye  cruel  Gods,  what  now  ! 

Lat.  Halle  to  Lavinia ,  and  difeharge  thy  Trulli 
Or  Furnus  let  her  -flrait  forfake,- 
Or  in  this  Cup  her  PalHon  llake.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  V. 

Manet  Turnus. 

Tarn.  Kill  my  Lavinia ,  did  Latirns  fay  ? 

No  Tyrant,  'Turnus  never  will  obey. 

Now,  Cupid,  or  never , 

Be  kind ,  and  difcover 
What  Turnus  mufi  do. 

When  D anger' s  appearing t 
jlnd  kind  Fortune  v&ering, 

Our  Thoughts  are  but  Jlow. 

Now,  Cupid,  &c.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

» 

Enter  Lineo  in  a  Gentleman' s  Drefs ,  follavo' d  by  Tullia. 

Line.  Fortune ,  like  a  voanton  Gipfie , 

Often  turns  Things  upfide  down. 

JVhen  Jbe's  grown  a  little  tìpjìe. 

In  a  Trice ,  Sir , 

She  will  give  a  fudden  Ri/è,  Sir, 

To  a  Juftice  from  a  Clown.  * 

The  Reafon  why  \  .  *  * 

Mufi  ne'er  be  known. 

Enter  Tullia. 

Tuli  Lineo,  i$  ic  thee  alone? 

Line.  Let  Freedomlefs,  and  more  Refpect  be  fhown. 
Tal.  I  find  thè  Proverò  verify’d. 

Set  a  Beggar  on  Horfeback,  and  he’ll  ride. 

Line.  My  Neice  Dorinda,  you  bave  heard, 

A  Gentlewoman  is  declar’d  j 
And  ’tis  but  Reafon  good  that  I 
Should  State  affiline  accordingly. 

Tuli,  Illuftrious  Lineo,  let  us  now  — — 

C  Line . 
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Line .  What? 

Tul.  That  l’m  not  marry’d  yet,  you  know. 

Line.  Whatthen? 

Line.  I  bave  enough  exprefs’d, 

Spare  my  Shame,  and  guefs  thè  refi:. 

'Luì.  1  cannot  guefs,  i’m  fuchaDunce, 

Talee  Hearc,  and  out  with’t  all  at  once. 

fui.  Then  to  make'plain  thè  Matier,  I 
Thy  wedded  Wife  would  gladly  be. 

Line.'  Too  high  for  Lineo  you  were  late, 

’Tis  my  turn  now,  and  I  talee  State. 

For  I  retnember - — — -  - 

Tul.  What  doli;  thou  remember?  i 

Line.  Thus  penfive  I  go^ 

And  ut  ter  my  tVoe. 

Tul.  Not  fo  much  Cruelty , 

1  prithee  now ,  my  Lineo,  I  do  conj are  thee. 

I  long  to  be  thy  Bride. 

J  All  Day  I  long  to  eye  thee , 

All  Night  I  could  lye  by  theè ,  •  ‘ 

/  do  ajjiire  thee.  .  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

An  Apartment  of  Lavinia,  a  Chair  on  one  Sidi. 

Enter  Lavinia. 

Ì,av.  Save  me^  wìth  Joy  poffefs  meì 

Te  Hopes ,  that  once  did  blefs  me , 

Through  all  this  Maze  of  Fate  -, 

Save  me  front  (Iraying.  :  '  f  r  :  , 

Sweeter  it  is  to  fuffer 
The  pleafing  Paint  of  Love, 

Than  through  falfe  Joys  to  rovi, 

Só  fòon  decaying. 

Thou  God  of  Sleep,  beguile 
My  Miferies  a-while  } 

That  with  frefh  Vigour  I  may  bear 

WSutccr  the  cruci Fate*  prepare.  [Skept. 

a  C  -b  ri  Mi 
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SCENE  Vili. 

Enter  Turnus. 

'furn.  See  where  fecure  fhe  lies  alleep, 

Whilft  Feat  and  Jealoufie  at  diftatìce  keep. 

From  Death’s  foft  Image  rife,  my  Fair, 

And  for  Death  it  felf  preparc. 

Lav.  Who  robs  me  of  that  Golden  Reft,  ; 
With  which  my  weary’d  Thoughts  were  bleft? 

turn.  See  him,  who  lives  a'one  in  thee, 

Unkindly  wakes  and  fummons  thee  to  die. 

Lav.  Todie! 

‘turn.  Your  cruel  Father  has  decreed,' 

His  Daughter  by  this  Hand  muli  bleed. 

Lav.  Welcome  my  Death  from  any  Hand  wouldbe, 
But  doubly  welcome,  when  it  Comes  from  thee. 
Strike,  and  my  Father’s  Will  obey. 

Eurn.  In  wounding  thee,  l  iliali  my  felf  dèftroy. 
Lav.  Art  thou  not  ‘turnus? 

Turn.  Thou  know’ft  I  àm.~ 

.  Lav.  Be  like  thy  felf  then,  truly  brave,’ 

And  fcorn  thè  Weaktìefs  of  a  Slave. 

turn.  Thy  precious  Life  for  ever  I’H  protesi* 

And  at  thy  Father’s  Breafl  this  Steel  direni. 

SCENE  IX. 

E,nter  Latinus. , 

.  •  •f  ,  ^ 

,  Lat.  Defponding  Slave!  why  this  Delay? 

Halle,  and  my  jult  Commands  obey. 

Lav.  Dread  Sir,  Lavinia  does  not  beg  to  live* 

But  that  your  Pardon  you  woùld  kiodiy  give, 

If  your  unhappy  Daughter  Death  ihould  chufe, 
Rather  than  violate  hér  Virgin  Vows. 

Lat.  Die  then  forgotten  and  abhor’d. 

Lav.  My  Breall  is  open  i  ftrike,  myLord. 

Tura.  PII  perifh  rather  ! 

Lat.  Moft  audacious  Slave  ! 

Dar’ll  thou  an  angry  Monarch’s  Fury  brave! 

C  t  Tarn,  I 
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Turns  T  fcorn  thè  Task  to  which  I  am  affign’d  j 
I  wear  a  Monarch’s  Soul,  and  Lover’s  Mind. 

In  me  Tee  Turnus. 

Lat.  'Turnus  art  thou.  and  in  a  Siave’s  Difguife  ? 
My  Daughter’s  F^nout  thou  hall  itain’d, 

For  which  thy  Life  ihall  pay. 

Turn.  I  fwear  by  Empire,  and  by  Love  I  fwear, 
Her  Honour’s  bright  as  is  thè  Morning  Star. 
Henceforth  Jet  Enmity  and  Difcord  ceafe, 

And  let  Lavinia,  be  thè  Pledge  of  Peace. 

Lat.  Anger  to  Friendfhip  does  give  way, 

Like  Night  that  flies  approaching  Day. 

Lav.  Joys  are  attending , 

Thofe  Cares  are  ending 
%hat  did  dijlrefs  me. 

Love  reconciling , 

'  And  Fortune  fmiling , 

Equally  blefs  me. 

Turn  inltruót  me,  Love,  this  fudden  Change  to  bear  j 
Paft  Sorrows  malte  our  prefent  Joys  lineerà. 

Around  her  fee  Cupid  flying , 

Behold  him  ivilhingì  dying  $ 

Such  Graces  Jhine  all  o'er  ber, 

That  Gods  adore  her. 

Forbear^  unhappy  Lover ,  •  , 

Thy  fond  Purjuit  give  over. 

•  Thou  never  voìlt  perfvoade  her , 

ihou,  bold  Invader  !  '  \JLxeunt. 


SCENE  X. 


A  Wood. 

Enter  Metius,  Camilla,  and  thè  People. 

Met.  Behold  Camilla ,  thè  great  Volfcian  Quecn, 
An  Exile  long  th’  unhappy  Fair  has  beeni 
At  length  (he  Comes  in  a  propitious  Hour, 

To  free  her  Subjects  from  a  lawlefs  Power 

Cam .  For 
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Cam.  For  your  fakes,notmy  own,  l’mcome 
To  drive  thè  Ufurper  far  away. 

And  rule  ye  with  a  lawful  Sway. 

Met.  Prenefto  comesi 
Peopìe.  Then  let  him  die. 

SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Prenefto. 

Cam.  Forbear. 

Met.  With  calmer  Thoughts  you  muft  proceed. 
Pren  Yes,  let  him  die;  let  thè  Oppreflbr  bleed 
That  wrong’d  Dorinda.  Ye  martial  Spirits,  draw, 
And  let  thè  Will  of  Metlus  be  your  Law. 

Met.  Love  leads  to  Battei , 

Who  dares  oppofe  him  ? 

Lhe  Rebel  Squadroni  bis  Prefence  fly  ; 

See  bovi  thè  Heroe 
Drives  all  before  him. 

Arnid  with  Light'ning  Jhot  from  ber  Eye. 

[Exèunt  Metius  and  thè  Pecple. 

S  G  E  N  E  XII. 

Manent  Prenefto  and  Camilla. 

Cam.  Hope  would  my  fond  Heart  enfnarc. 

But  Oh  !  — — 

Pren.  But  what? 

Cam.  My  Soul  is  all  Defpair* 

Qofe  in  my  Bofomlet  itfleep. 

Pren.  Thy  fecret  Gricf  unfold. 

Cam.  Conceal’d  my  Thoughts  I  oughtto  keep. 
Pren.  To  me  they  may  be  told. 

Cam.  ’Tis  Love. 

Pren.  Of  whom?  Were  I  thè  happy  SwainJ 
Cam.  My  Tyrant’s  Son  is  Author  of  my  Pain. 

Pren.  Unhappy  Pafiìon  !  I  condemn  thy  Love 
To  him,  who  ftiould  thy  Indignation  move. 

Cam.  Love  is  too  mighty,  and  Controls  thè  Heart  : 
Thy  Sire  my  Tyrant,  thou  my  Idolart.  [Afide. 

’  v  i  %  '•  c  3  SCENE 
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.  ?  -  * 

SCENE  XIII. 

Enter  Lineo. 

Linc.Y oung  Vnncc^Latimis  doth  your  Prefence  clave  : 
In  Armidoro ,  thè  pretended  Slave,  " 

burnus  is  found,  who  fafe  in  that  Djfguife 
Has  paid  his  Vows  to  Fair  Lavinia/ s  Eyes. 

Pren.  What’s  that  I  bear?  •  ' 

Catti.  Surprizing  News! 

Pren.  My  Father  to  attend  I  go, 

And  wiih  you’d  ceafe  to  love  your  Foe. 

1  Ungrateful you fly  me>  ...... 

Unkindly  deny  me. 

Yho'  Paffion  fo  tender 
Sure  never  was  known . 

You  fiy  your  Purfuer , 

You  court  your  Undoer , 

And  tamely  [arrender  •  v 

Yo  one  you  jhould  Jhun.  [Exit. 

SCENE  XIV. 

Manent  Camilla  and  Lineo. 

Line.  Yurnus  is  thè  Rutiìian  King* 

To  him,  if  you  your  Grief  difclofe. 

He  might  his  kind  Aflìlìance  bring, 

And  loving  you  dethrone  your  Foes. 

Cam.  Thou  know’ft  his  Vows  are  to  Lavinia  paid, 

Line.  With  you  thè  Volfician  Kingdom  he  will  get} 
The  Charms  of  Love  to  Empire  may  fubmit.  *  ; 

Cam .  Love  and  Ambitim flrive 
JVhich  pali  thè  Qonqueft  gain  $ 

’Jìs  fi veci  in  Love  to  thrive ,  •  ' 

And  file  a fant  ’tis  to  reign.  ■'  '<  • 

Both  Cham fion$  are  eouragiousi  .  i 

And  e  qual  is  thè  Scale  -t  ■■  - 
/  feel  'em  both  outragious , 

Nor  know  vohich  volli  provati. 


[Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  XV. 

Manet  Lineo. 

Line.  Love  hath  a  Chara&er  not  half  fo  bad 
As  he  deferves}  he  raakes  Folks  mad. 

Enter  Tullia. 

‘Luì.  Behold  your  Vaflal  low, 

Does  to  your  Footftool  bow. 

Line.  For  conftant  Proof  of  whatlfay. 

In  her  thè  paft  Age  prefent  fee  : 

A  few  kind  Words,  a  wanton  Smile, 

Shall  thè  amorous  Crone  beguile. 

; tullia ,  forgive  all  paft  Offences. 

tal.  Joy  has  depriv’d  me  of  my  Senfes. 

Line.  Thoughts  interpofing  made  my  Tongue 
Utter  what  did  not  to  my  Heart  belong. 

f fui.  I  would  notchange  my  prefent  Fate, 

To  be  firft  Minifter  of  State. 

I  do  invite  thee  as  my  Gueft, 

To  fhare  in  thè  approaching  Feaft, 

Which  great  Latinus  doth  provide, 

For  Turnus  and  his  Royal  Bride. 

Line.  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Tal.  I  muft  know 

On  what  thou  doft  Contemplate  fo. 

Line.  I’m  charm’d  with  thy  Court-like  Addrels. 
Itul.  See  how  he  eyes  me  ! 

Line.  Thy  Beauty  pleafes  to  excefs:  - 

It  doth  furprize  me. 

T ullia,  Ifeel  thy  Charms  hegin  to  move  me 
Say>  inpity ,  can  yon  love  me  ? 

T'oli  fili ,  with  halmy  Sweatsì  thè  ambient  Air, 

O  !  wouU  a  gentle  Smile  but  once  relieve  meì 

No  Pajfion  would  with  mine  compare j 

Tot  d  yield  to  Love ,  and  ■ Love  would  ne'er  deceìve  you. 

Lui.  I  thought,  when  firft  he  feem’d  fo  nice, 
He  would  in  time  reward  my  Pain. 

C  4 
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In  Love-Affairs  I’m  ftillfo  wife, 
That  firft,  or  laft,  I’m  fure  to  gain. 
Something  is  in  my  Face  fo  alluring^ 
Such  Graces  procuring, 

‘That  no  Beauty  more  is. 

Toung  Men ,  and  Old ,  alike  do  deftre  me  j 


Alike  they  do  Fire  meì 


\ 


FFith  pallonate  Stories. 

Fhey  Sing ,  and  they  Caper ,  they  Drefs ,  and  look  Fine  : 
In  hopes  that  Fair  T ullia  will  one  Day  indine  : 

But  Fair  One ,  endeavour 


fio  live  honeft  ever, 
ìVhate'er  they  Deftgn. 


\Exit. 


SCENE  XVI. 


\  Enter  T urnus  and  Camilla,  and  after  Lavinia. 

A  *  * 

! Tarn .  When  Love  to.  Conftancy  is  join’d , 

What  unknown  Raptures  fili  thè  Miud  ! 

Cam.  Great  Sir  ! 

Tarn.  Come  near. 

Cam.  Your  Slave  vouchfafe  to  hear. 

Turn.  Fumili  was  never  deaf  to  a  Virgin’s  Pray’r. 
Cam.  I  am  thè  Unhappy  Shepherdefs. 

Furn.  I’ve  lately  heard  of  thy  Diftrefs. 

Thy  Valour  too,  I’ve  heard  proclaim’dj 
Whilft  this  my  Wonder,  that  my  Pity  claim’d. 
How  gracefully  file  moves  ! 

Cam.  I  lue  to  thee.  .1 

%  The  Gods  reject  not  a  poor  Suppliant’s  Rnee: 

%  Fura.  £he  of  no  Mortai  Race  appears, 

A  Heav’nly  Form  her  Vifage  wears. '  ... 

Nymph,  1  adore  ye!  \Enter  Lavinù 

sLav.  Ungrateful! 

Furn.  Such  Heav’nly  Beauty  .  .  ... . .  . 

Far,  Fumasi  Dormiti 
Furn.  I  am  Lavinia' s  Slave. 


Cam. 
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_  .  «  ’ 

What  would  thè  Princcfs  have? 

Lav.  Nymph ,  /  _)'<?  / 

2ar».  Lavinia! 

Lav.  Such  Heav’nly  Beauty  ! 

Turn.  Your  jealous  Fears  remove. 

Lav.  With  fuch  aGrace  y’arepleas’d  folce  her  move. 
Cam.  Live  in  each  other,  happy  Pair, 

None  fo  True,  and  none  fo  Fair. 

Lav.  Ungrateful  burnus! 

Tarn.  You  wrong  my  Love. 

Lav.  Were  {he  but  Noble,  as  Ihe’sFair, 

I  know  for  her  you  wou’d  declare. 

Cam.  ’Tis  far  beneath  your  Dignity, 

Thus  to  infult  o’er  Mifery. 

Lav.  D  or  inda,  leave  me,  may’fl  thou  be 
Happy  in  any  but  in  him. 

Cam.  I  flyj 

Yct  I’m  a  Queen,  as  well  as  (he.  [ Exit. 

Lav.  Fly,  fly,  and  follavo  your  Idol  Beauty , 

That  flies  before  ye. 

I find  no  Eafe  in 
Hhe  Life  you  gave  me 
Death  is  more  pleafing, 

Wh'y  did you  fave  me ì 
But  yet  remember, 

I  did  adore  Te: 

Fly,  fly,  &c.  [Exit. 

Turn.  Her  jealous  Fears  at  once  perplex  and  pleafe, 
For  Jealoufie’s  a  fign  of  fcrvent  Love} 

Y et  gladly  would  I  give  her  Paffion  Eafe, 

And  her  ill-grounded  Jealoufie  remore. 

O  Tyrannous  Jealoufie  !  ’ 

Fly  far  avuay ,  no  more  mole  fi, 

Fly  from  my  Fair  Lavinia’*  breafi, 

Refign  to  Love  and  Joy , 

Afpiring, 

And  fatai  Feuds  defiring 
A  tender  Lever’s  Pajjìon , 
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A  Virgìrìs  Incìination^ 
tfhou  laboufjl  to  dejìroy . 

End  of  thè  Second  Aét. 


A  C  T  III.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  The  Salace.  ; 

'i 

Latinus,  T urnus,  and  Prenefto. 

Lat.*~fmUrnusì  I  rather  chofe  t’enjoy  in  thcc 
JL  A  living  Friend,  than  kill  an  Enemy. 

Turn.  W ith  equal  Care  did  I  thè  Blow  decline } 
My  Life  was  in  your  Pow’r,  and  yours  in  mine. 

Lai.  Then  here  in  lafting  Friendfhip  let  us  join, 
My  Safety  be  your  Care,  and  yours  be  mine. 

But  this  I  do  demand,  that  you 
*Vith  unextinguiih’d  Rage  purfue 
Fhe  Blood  of  Metabo ,  if  any  yet 
Jurvive,  new  Troubles  to  create. 

Turn,  To  that  I  fwear. 

Lat.  We  fwear  it  both  j 

And  Heav’n  be  witnefs  of  thè  Oath.  [Exit. 

Turn'.  The  Stars  propitious  on  my  Fortune  Aline, 
And  fair  Lavinia  will  be  ever  mine. 

Pren.  Thou  may’ft  with  Joy  thè  Nuptial  Ritespre- 
Whilft  equal  to  thy  Greatnefs  is  thè  Fair.  [pare, 
The  Nymph  I  love,  1  never  muli  pofTefsj 
Honour  forbids  that  I  fo  low  Ihould  wed, 

Or  She  fubmit  to  an  unlawful  Bed. 

Never  fiali  I  be  blefl  in  poffejfjìng. 

Turn.  Happy  fiali  I  be  foon ,  in  pofieffing 
Both  ber  ‘whofs  Charmi  my  find  He  art  doesinthral. 

Pren. 
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Pren.  Hopes  ajjuring . 

Tarn.  — - Joys  aìluring.  ,  ■-  • 

Pren.'  Avoid  me.  : 

Turn.  Invite  me.  . 

Pren.  O  thè  Tormente  that  poor  Lovers  feci! 

Turn.  O  thè  Pleafures  that  bìefl  Lovers  fteaì  ! 

SCENE  ir. 

Enter  Lavinia  and  Tullia. 

7 ul.  Fear  not,  Dorinda  I’il  obferve  with  Care, 

And  burnus  fcllow  with  a  watchful  Eye  : 

If ought  fhou'd  pals  between  ’em  that’s  unfair, 

You  itraight  fhall  learn  ic  from  your  faithful  Spy. 

Lav.  Un  Faithful  burnus! 

Fly ,  ye  Virgins ,  th'  unfaithful  Lover  : 

Falfe  kis  T tare  are ,  and  fatai  bis  Wiles. 

Man  by  Nature  a  Fyrant ,  a  Rover , 

Gaily  triumphs  whene'er  he  beguiles. 

She  mofi  wife  is ,  . 

Fhat  defpifee 

Fheir  feign'd  Praifesy  deluding  with  Smiles.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

— ,  ■  y  *  0  ,  f  * 

Tullia  manet.  Enter  Lineo. 

Line.  Fullìa,  thou  art  thè  Idol  of  my  Love, 

And  Heav’n  my  Paffion  feems  t’  approve. 

.  "Fui.  PII  try  Tome  Secret  to  obtain.  -  f  Afide. 

Do’s  Turnus  to  Dorinda  bow  ?  - 

Line.  Of  this  1  nothing  know. 

Fui.  Has  fhe  not  feen  him  ?  Say. 

Line.  Ofthat  I  nothing  know,’ 

Fui.  He’ll  nought  betray.  £  Afide. 

As  thou  art  a  Man  of  Senfe, 

Excufe  a  Maid’s  Impertinence. 

Woman  does  oft  employ  her  Tonguc, 

In  what  does  not  to  her  bclong. 

-  •  Bue 
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But  to  our  own  Affairs  let  us  return, 

And  teli  how  much  we  love,  how  much  we  burn. 
Line.  For  tbee  what  does  my  Soul  endure  J 
ctul.  I  know  y’are  wounded  pali  a  Cure. 

Thefe  Eyes  are  mode  fo  killingì 
That  all  wbo  look  muft  die. 

To  Art  l'm  nothing  owing  ; 

From  Art  I  nothing  want  : 

Thefe  Graces  genuin  flowingì 
Defpife  thè  help  of  Paint. 

’ Tis  Mufick  but  to  bear  me\  , 

'Tis  fatai  to  come  near  me , 

And  Death  is  in  my  Eye. 

Line.  In  fliort,  to  cut  ofF  farther  Specches, 

Thy  Tongue’s  more  charming  than  a  Witches. 

T ul.  Thou  art  te,  my  dearefi  Creature  ! 

Line.  Thou  art  Jhe,  my  dearefi  Creature  ! 

Tul.  Line.  For  whofe  fake  Pd  live  and  die. 

Line.  Cruci  Love  for  thee  does  ivound  me. 

Tul.  I  perceìve  it. 

Lue.  I  believe  it. 

Tul.  And  to  me  it  is  no  wonder  : 

.  For  like  Thunder ,  ,  '  ■ 

Brighi  Charms  fly  round  me. 

Line.  O  my  Anguifh! 

Tul.  How  Ilanguifh! 

Pretty  Creature! 

Line.  Hideous  Feature!  ^  [Alide. 

Both.  For  thy  fake ,  I pine  and  die.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  ¥vtncfì.o  follow' d  by  Camilla. 

Pren.  Lovely  Fair ,  at  length  reward  me. 

Or  thy  cruel  Frowns  give  over. 

Since  Pm  fworn  a  Slave  to  Beauty , 

Since  Pm  confi ant  in  my  Duty, 
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With  a  friendly  Smile  regard  me, 

Smile ,  and  crown  thy  faìthful  Lover. 

Cam.  Fortune,  O  at  length  reward  me. 

And  thy  cruel  Frowns  give  over. 

Pren.  ForTrifles  why  fhou’d  you  lament, 

You  that  are  bora  to  Mifcry  ? 

Cam.  Perhaps  thè  King  will  now  relent, 

And  his  promis’d  Aid  deny. 

Pren.  Wou’d  I  cou’d  be  as  fure  of  you, 

As  that  thè  King  will  to  his  Word  be  true. 

Cam.  Let  it  fuffice,  that  all  I  know 
Of  Love,  I  do  on  you  beftow. 

Pren.  Tes,  yes,  ’ tis  all  I  voant , 

Nor  'wou'd  I  better  thrive  : 

A  Heart  for  Heart  is  all 
A  Lover  can  gain. 

A  Happinefs  I  feel. 

No  Mortai  can  reveal. 

If  all  you  bave  you  give, 

I never  mufi  complain.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Manet  Camilla.  Enter  Turnus  and  Tullia. 

Cam.  Awake  Camilla ,  from  this  Lethargy, 

What  has  Love  to  do  with  thee? 

Love  confpiring  with  thy  Foes, 

Does  thy  Thirft  of  Pow’r  oppole, 

Awake,  awake,  my  Heart,  and  know  that  T, 

Rather  than  live  for  Love,  wou’d  for  Ambition  die. 
My  Heart  to  abt  is  zealous } 

E  ut  Fear  refirains  my  Hands.  f  Enter  Turnus. 

Tura.  My  Lovely  Charmer  jealous, 

My  Wijhes  fiill  •witbftands. 

Cam.  'Turnus  is  there. 

Once  again  PII  try  my  Fate. 

Turn.  My  Lovely  Charmer  jealous, 

My  Wijhes  fiill  voìthfiands. 


Cam. 
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Cara,  And  I  thè  curfi  Occafton  . 

Of  her  unjujl  Sufpicion.  [Enter  Tullia, 

Tul.  Togethgr  flave  I  found  ’em, 

And  may  thè  Gods  confound  ’em. 

Turn.  My  He  art  with  Grief '  is  blafied. 

Cam.  -  The  Sorrrw  I  bave  tafled 
All  Sorrow  is  Exceedìng. 

Tul  A  very  hopeful  Traitor  ! 

Turn.  Cam.  My  Smi  in  Death  lyes  Bkeding. 

Tul.  Oh  that  1  cou’d  come  at  her  ! 

But  Vengeance  is  at  hand.  i  moleft 

Cam.  The  Cares  are  light,  that  do  thy  Thought* 
But  heavieft  Sorrows  rage  within  my  Breaft. 

Turn.  No  common  Grief  !•  do  , end ure. 

Cam.  Your  Grief  admits  a  ready  Cure} 

If  Lavinia  fcorns  to  love  ye, 

Queens  with  Royal  Charms  may  move  ye. 

Tul ■  Perfidious  Wrctch  ! 

^  ■  \ 

Turn.  No  other  Charms  my  Heart  can  firc, 

In  wbich  Lavinia  reigns  entire. 

Cam.  Suppofe  Camilla  flill  (hou’d  live, 

To  whom  thefe  Volfcian  Realms  are  due. 

Turn.  And  if  Camilla  fliouid  furvive? 

Cam ■.  Then  {he  by  Hymen  join’d  toyou— 

Tul.  Wholefome  Advice  ! 

Cam.  By  you  reftor’d  in  happy  Hour* 

May  bring  thefe  Kingdoms  as  her  Dow’r. 

Tul.  For  this  Dorinda ,  if  I  live, 

Thanks  from  thè  Princefs  filali  receive.  [Exit. 

Turn.  To  King  Latinus  I  have  giv’n, 

My  Faith  in  Sight  of  confcious  Heav’n, 

That  Metabo's  devoted  Blood 
Shall  be  with  Hoftile  Rage  purfu’d. 

Cam.  What  1  propofc,  I  don’t  advife. 

Turn.  Nor  wou’d  I  from  thè  Fair  Lavinia  changc, 
Tho’  through  thè  World  1  mighta  Monarch  range. 

The  Floods  pali  quit  thè  Ocean , 

The  Stars  their  nìgl  itlyDuty, , 

Wbth 


va'» 
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IVhen  I forfake  thè  Beauty , 

That  «/<?«  my  Heart  commani. 
The  Sun  jhall  lofe  bis  Motion , 
jVi?  Sani  thè  Shore  filali  cover , 
ìVhen  1  fi or get  to  love  her , 
fFhoje  Charme  I  can't  volt  h fi  and. 


[Exit. 


SCENE  VI. 

Manet  Camilla. 


Cam.  What  hall:  thou  faid,  unwary  Maid? 
Thou  by  thy  felf  art  now  betray’d. 

Dangers  ev'ry  way  furromd  me. 

Tormente  firefih  begin  to  wound  me. 

Fate  my  TVìfihee  flying.  ■  - 

Joy  that  finii' d  awloile  arcani  me, 

Soon  ie  blafied. , 

Wither'd,  voafied. 


And  lyee  a  dying. 


SCENE  VII. 


Lavinia  and  Latinus. 


Lav.  She  faid,  Camilla  itili  did  live, 

And  cou’d  to  him  thè  FGÌfician  Kingdom  give. 

Lat.  To  a  deep  Dungeon  let  her  be  confin’d, 

Her  Hands  and  Feet  let  fharpeft  Irons  bind. 

Be  Cruel  and  be  Jealoae, 
lf  fàfely  you  voou'd  Rule  > 

The  Attive,  and  thè  Zealoue,  - 

Condemn  thè  eafie  Fool.  [Exit. 

Lav.  Turnue  is  falfe,  and  l’m  undone, 

Derìnda  has  thè  Conqueft  won  -, 

Dorinda  fpoke,  and  he  obey’d, 

Turnue  is  falfe,  and  I’m  betray’d. 

Arm  me  vuith  high  Defiance  -, 

Anger,  and  fieli  Defipair  * 

Soft  Love  fiorbide  th ’  Alliance, 

Love  vtill  mt  think  ofi  War .  Death 
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Death  only  can  fecure  me  j 
ylbandorìd  and  defpairing } 

Hope  flrives  in  va\n  t'  allure  mey  . 

P’o  dye  is  better  far.  [Exit. 

.v  S  C  E  N  E  Vili. 

Enter  Metius  on  one  fide ,  and  Lineo  on  thè  other  j  and 

after  Prenefto. 

\  i  f 

Line.  My  Lord,  what  Pow’r  can  now  our  Fate 
withftand  ? 

Camilla  lyes  conlìn’d  by  thè  King’s  hard  Command. 
Met.  Confin’d!  for  what? 

Line.  I  cannot  learn,  but  fear 
Our  clofe  Defigns  have  reach’d  his  jcalous  Ear. 

Met.  Too  true  I  fear  thou  haft  thè  Caufe  affign’d. 
Line.  W e  are  all  undone  ! 

Met.  Can  \ve  no  Profpeót  find 
Of  fudden  Hope  ? 

Line  Ev’n  now  methinks  I  fcel  thè  Ropc. 

Met.  Then  Death  is  welcome.. 

Enter  Prenefto. 

Pren.  Metius!  Lineo!  s 

Met.  I  ftand  prepar’d  to  Bleed. 

Line.  And  Lineo  is  already  Dead. 

Met.  Prenefio’s  bere,  what  muft  we  fay  ? 

Line.  Fear  has  ta’en  my  Tongue  away. 

Pardon  my  Lord }  and  if  Camilla— — < 

Pren.  I  all  have  heard,  . 

And  fure  Dorinda  highly  err’d.  y  . 

Yet  though  Lavinia  does  inlpire 
With  black  Revenge  my  angry  Sire* 

My  Heart  does  to  Forgivenefs  bow, 

And  would  prevent  thè  fatai  Blow. 

Met.  Hopes  revive! 

Line.  l’m  ftill  Alive  !  ■  .  fi \ j !  ■;  ■ 

Pren.  Withthy  chofen  Bands  do  thotji 
To  thè  Prifon  with  me  go. 

■■  '  ,  r'  .  '  Linfa 
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Line.  I  with  Cpnduót,  void  of  Fcar, 

W  ili  follow  and  bring  up  thè  Rear. 

Pren.  ’Twixt  her  and  Death  I’U  interpofe, 

And  fave  ber  from  her  bloody  Fpes.  \_Exit. 

SCENE  IX. 

Manent  Metius  and  Lineo. 

Met.  Though  fiercethe  Lighl'ning  fliesì 
Some  Joy  it  hrings  our  Eyest 
In  Darknefs  ftraying. 

The  Rays  our  Feet  dire  Èli  ng9 
From  Precipice  p'otetting) 

A  Glimpfe  of  Life  procure  usy  ' 

From  Death  a  ivhile  fecure  us  $ 

Deflruftion  fiaying.  [Exit  Metiuf* 

SCENE  X. 

%  ¥ 

Manet  Lineo. 

Line.  The  Court  for  certain’s  thè  bell  Sehool? 

To  make  a  States-Man  of  a  Fool. 

Sinee  1  carne  hither  Fve  learn’d  more 
Than  I  knew  all  my  Life  before. 

LincoV  grown  another  Creature j 
See  this  Look ,  behold  thìs  Feature  ; 

Show  me  fuch  a  Transformation. 

IFanton  Laffesy  with  fraooth  Facesy 
Brown  or  Yellow,  Ruddyy  Salìowy 
With  an  Ogle  tbus  l  warm  ye  -, 

With  a  Motion  tbus  I  Charm  ye  § 

Let  this  learned  Wig  fpeak  for  me  5 

Let  this  Shape  and  Air  inforni  yey 

l'm  Sir  Courtly  of  thè  Nat  ioti  [Eeìcs 
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SCENE  XI.  - 

Enter  Lacinia  and  Turnus. 

Lav.  You’ve  both  beyond  Forgivcnefs  err’d  § 

Dorinda  fpoke,  and  Turnus,  heard> 

Turn.  Firm  to  my  Vows  I  ftill  abide. 

Lav.  Go,  le  v  Camilla  be  your  Bride.  : 

Tura.  Ce  afe ,  Gmel%  tyrannizing , 

Give  your  Refentments  over  j  .  ' 

Unlefsy  my  Vows  defpifing , 

Tou  kìll  your  Lover.  .  » 

Ah  !  you  kilt  your  Lover  !  '  ’  - 

Tou  are  my  SouVs  Ambition  y 
J  bave  no  FVifi  above  ye.  ! 

'Unj.ufi  is  your.  Sufpicion  -,  . 

l'conftant  Love  ye. 

Lav.  Ceafe,  Cruen  to  deceive  me. 

And  give  your  Faljhood  over  j 
Lejì  when  unkind  you  leave.  me , 

Tou  kill  your  Lover  !  .  fi. 

Ahi  you  kill  your  Lover /  [E-xeunt. 

V  SCENE  xir. 

*  ►  - 

A  Prifon.  Enter  Camilla  ;  and  after  Frenello,  Metius, 

and  Lineo,  and  People. 

Cnm.  Fateì  thè  more  it  does  deprefs  me , 

Stronger  fili  I  grow  f  endure  it. 

Fortune’ s  FVi ound  fiali  ne'er  opprefs  me  y 
Death's  at  Hand ,  and  foon  will  cure  it. 

Enter  Prenefto,  Metius,  Lineo,  &c,' 

Preti.  Dorinda ,  ceafe  thee  to  compiala  -, 

Thus  I  break  th’  unworthy  Chain. 

Cam.  Much  I  owe  for  this  Relcafc.  > 

Pren.~  Fly  bcnce,  Dorinda ,  and  let  thefe 
Conduci  thee  to  Tome  other  dime, 

Where  ikfe  thou  may’fb  forgive  my  Father’s  Crime. 

Love 


C  AMI  L  LA 


ss 


[So  Cam. 
[To  Met. 
[Po  Cam . 
[  fo  Preti. 


JLove  docs  a  dangcrous  Task  impole, 

Giving  theeLife,  I  do  my  òwn  expofie. 

Met.  Say,  Madam,  am  I  underftood? 

Cam.  Is  your  AfTurahce  finii  and  good? 

Met.  As  firm  as  Fate. 

f  •.  »  t  , 

Cam.  All  thefe,  you  fay, 

Are  arm’d  in  my  Defence,  and  muli  tny  Will  obey  ? 
Pren.  They  are  your  Slaves. 

Cam.  Let  me  this  Proóf  of  your  Obedience  find  : 
Difarm  thè  Prinde,  and  fee  him  clofe  confin’d. 

Pren.  From  whendè  this  Boldnefs,treacherous  Maì'd  ? 
Mer.  Submit  thy  felf. 

Pren.  I  am  betray’d. 

Cam  My  Arts  fuccelsfully  bave  thriv'h, 

Sure  Token  of  indulgenc  Heav’n 

For  know,  Prenefto ,  I’m  a  Queen  -,  in  me 

No  more  Dormda,  but  Camilla  fee.  [  Exeuht  all but  Pi è'n. 
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....*•  *  *  ‘  .. 

Pren.  Camilla l  Metius  is  a  treacherous  Slave! 

Curfe  on  thefe  Fetters  !  Ò  !  how  I  cou’d  rave  ! 

The  Furies  rage  within  my  troubled  Breaftj 
I  am  with  all  thè  Plagues  of  Hell  poflefl. 

Lavinia!  Father  !  Metius!  Camilla! 

Let  thè  Light'rtingì 

J .  Flajhing,  Flying,  - 

Dreadful  Thunder , 

Fates  defying , 

Rend  thè  guilty  V/orld  afundcr;  ■  ;  r  '  ? 
But  Camilla,  . 

O  forhear  ber  ! 

Let  thè  Furies 
From  Hell  afeending 
,  Goad  thè  Guilty 
fVìth  Paìns  ne'er  endìnr. 

But  Camilla,  yeGods,  in  Pity  [pare  hér. 

G &  SCENE 
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SCENE  XIV. 

The  Palate ■.  .r.\.y  ;ù,  v 

.Èw/ét  Latinus,  Turnus,  Lavinia,  Attendarne ,  &c. 

Begins  rwith  a  Dance , 

Lai,  Lavinia  here  from  me  receive. 

Matchlels  is  thè  Fair  you  give. 

Lav.  Hail  happy  Hour,  I  now  am  blels’d. 

Turn.  and  Lav.  Hand  and  Heart  from  me  receive. 

Enfer  Tullia. 

Tul.  To  Arms,  to  Arms!  Rebellious  Crouds 
Halle  to  thè  Palace. 

Lat.  Whence  this  Noilè? 

Tul.  The  Péople,  with  a  generai  Voice, 

Cry,  Live  CaMUa  !  and  they  cry, 

Guilty  Latinus,  let  him  die. 

Lat.  Camilla  !  and  alive  !* 

Lav.  O  fatai  Change  ! 

Turn  I  will  jft  thy  Befence  advancc. 

Lat.  Old  tho’  I  am,  yet  Itili  I  knoW 
To  wield  thè  Sword,  and  bend  thè  Bow. 

SCENE  thè  Lofi. 

Camilla  and  her  Party  Enter ,  and  after  finte  Rejtjlance 

Difarm  Latinus  and  thè  refi. 

Tul.  Mercy  to  a  tender  Maid  ! 

Cam  Halle,  Lineo , 

And  hither  fee'  thè  Prince  convey  ’  d  $ 

Chain’d  like  a  Pris’ner  let  him  come. 

And  here  attend  from  me  his  Doom. 

Lat.  My  Son  in  Chains  ! 

Cam.  To  Tyrsnts  and  Ufurpers  tOO, 

Se  ver  eli  Vengeance  fure  is  due. 

Prcneftcr 
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Prenefto  U  brought  in. 

Lat.  My  Son! 

Lav,  My  deareft  Brother  ! 

Pren.  Lavinia  !  Fathcr  I 
Turn.  Prenefto! 

Pren.  Tur nus  ! 

Cam.  No  more  ! 

Your  inefFedtual  Tears  give  o’er» 

Prenefto  firft  by  this  filali  bleedj 
And  when  in  thy  Lavinia' s  Blood  ’tis  dy’d, 

Thine  filali  fwell  thè  Purple  Tide. 

Die  then,  Prenefto. 

Pren.  Strike!  , 

Cam.  But  on  this  Breaft.' 

Pren.  Ye  heav’nly  Powers. 

Cam.  Love  has  prevail’d,  and  Anger  is  no  more. 
Lat.  O  Heav’n  ! 

» 

Turn.  O  Love  ! 

Lav:  O  Fate  ! 

Cam.  1  o  skreen  thee  frotn  die  People’s  Hate, 

1  doom’d  thee  to  Imprifonment. 

Henceforth  be  Sov’raign  of  my  Heart, 

And  rule  rt  in  an  Husband’s  Right. 

Pren.  A  Joy  fo  fudden,  1  can  fcarce  belieye. 

Cam  Fair  Lavinia ,  now, 

Be  you  in  Turnus  happy,  he  in  you. 

Turn.  The  Gods  are  joft. 

Cam  '  And  Sir,  do  you  [To  Latinus. 

Learn  what  to  Juftice,  and  to  Merit’s  due. 

Lat.  Anger  do’s  now  to  Friendfhip  yield. 

Cam.  Let  Peace  and  Love  poflefs  each  Heart. 

Line.  Thou  art  my  Cupid.  r.t 

Line.  Thou  my  Pfyche  art..  . 

C  HOR.  Happy,  happy  isthe  Swain,  ’ 

Who  loves,  and  has  noe  lov’d  in  vain.  [ExcuniOmms. 
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Written  by  Mr.  Efi court.  Spoken  by  Mrs. 


}t  ; 

OT)R  Neighbours  lately,  wìth  an  I ll*D  e fign; 

Strove  thè  Contending  Play-Houfes  /0  Join  ; 
Bufi  blefs’d  wìth  gre  ater  Charity  than  tbey , 

For  thè  FrofpeHty  of  Both ,  we  prdy. 

Our  Prince,  not  envious  of  his  RivaPs  fhron  'ei 
Lives  like  Firft  Monarchs ,  happy  wìth  his  owm 
Too  kind  to  wijh  his  Enemies  Jhouldyield  ; 

He  left  ’ emfreey- - New  Theatres  to  Build. 

N 

And  fee  what  Fruits  from  Our  Divifons  fpringi  * 
Both  Houfes  now  ItaJiati  Mufck  Sing. 

The  Fair  can  only  teli  which  pie  afe  s  befi  ; 

For  Ladies  always  bave. thè  nicefi  Taf  e. 

But  this  W e  knowy  had  that  dire  cVnion  beetiì 
Tou  ne' er  in  Engìarid  had  Camilla  feen. 

TheywoiPd  fonie  Mafque  bave Jbewn ,  or  Country 
Farce; 

ParisV  Judgment,  or  thè  Loves  0/Mars  : 

But  fince  thè  StageV  Freedomyou  Reforet 
And  we  no  more  dread  Arbitrary  Tow'rt 
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To  pie  afe  ibis  Audience ,  wé'll  no  Cbarges  ffiare, 
But  chearfully  maintain  a  Vifrous  War. 

New  Fmds  we  II  raife,  and  heavy  Taxes  lay , 
RDaucers  and  Singers  (Idear  Allies )  to  pay . 
Attingfball  S bine ,  and  Toetry  Re  vive. 

And  Emulation  make  our  Empire  Tbrive. 

In  evry  Play  you  fee,  or  Song  you  bear , 
Tleafure ,  and  Life ,  and  Freedom  fhall  appear . 
Our  Stage  is  thus  an  Emblem  of  thè  State, 

With  Mildnsfs  Rul'd ,  by  Oppcfition  Great. 
Abroad  we  Conquer  our  infulting  Foes , 

And  RJniverfal  Monarchy  Oppofe  : 

Yet  feel  thè  Bleffìngs  of  a  Te  ac  e  fui  Re'tgn 3 
And  fafe  at  Home  our  Liberties  Maintain. 

F  I  N  I  S. 
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